The Hijlorie 

Hot. That Roane fhal be my throne. Well,! will bade lii* 
ftraight: O Elpcrancc, bid Butler lead hiinfoitli into the p-a. 
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La. But heare you my Lord* 

Hot. What faillthoumy Lady? 

La. Wharfs it carries you away? 

Hot. Why, my horfe(my loue)my horfe* 

La. Outyoumadhedded ap e, awcazelhath notfuchadealt 
of fpleeue, as you are toil wjeh. ln'faith,ile know your bufmes 
Harry, that I wd, 1 feare,my brother Mortimer doth ftir about 
Jus ti tlc>& hath fent for yeti to line Jus encerpr.ife,buti£ y ou got, 
Hot. Sofar afoot, I fhall be weary,louc. 

La, Come, come you Paraquito*anfwerc mee dirc£Hy,vnto 
thisquelbontlutlfhaUaske: intaith, ilc breaks thy little 
ger, Harry , and if thou wilt nottell me all things true. 

Hot. Away, away you trifler, loue, I loue tliee not 3 
I care not for thee Kate,this is no world 
To play with mainnicts, and to tilt with Iipsy 
W e mud haue bloudy nofes, andcrackt crownes,. 

And parte them currant too: gods me, my horle: 

W hat faill thou Kate? what woidft thou haue with met 
La. Do younot loue me? do’you notindeed? 

Well, doe nottlien,for finccyouloucme nor, 

I will not loue my fclfe. Doe you not loue meg 
Nay, tell me, if youfpeake in ieaft, or no? 

Hot . Come, wiltthou fee me ride ?• 

And when I am a'horlebacke, I will fwcare,. 

I loue thee infinitely. But harkeyou Kate,. 

I muft not haue you henceforth, queibon me, 

Whither I goe>norrcalbn, whereabout : 

Whither I muft, I mult, and to conclude. 

This euening muft I leaue you gentle Kate t 
I know you wife, but yet no farther wife, 

T hen Harry P ercies wife: conftaut you are. 

But yet a woman, and for fecrecy. 

No Lady clofer, for I well belceue, 

T hou wilt not vtter, what thou doll not knows 
And lb far will- 1 trull thee, gentle Kate. 

La. How, fo far? 
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Kot an inch further, but harke you Kate, 

WHtherl goc, tluther Myou goe too: 

Today Sailfe to molWV * ou: 

Will this content you, Kate? 

U, It muft offeree. txettnt, 

JEnter Trtnte ana Vetnts. 

Vm, Ned, prethee come out of that fat roome, and lend me 

thy hand to laugh a little. 

Poi, Where haft bin, Hal? 

Pm, With three or foure logger-heads, among!! three of 
fourefcore hogflieads. I haue founded the very bale ltring of 
humilitie, Sirra, I am fworne brother to alcarti of drawers,and 
can callthem all by their chriften names, as Tom,Dicke, and 
Francis: they take it already vpon their laluation, that though Z 
be but Prince of Wales, yet 1 am the king of Cnrtefie,& cel me 
flatly, I am no proud lacke, like Falftalffc, b ut a Corinthian,a 
lad of mettal,a good boy, { by die Lord, fo they call me) and 
when I am King of England, 1 lliall command all the good lads 
iiiEaftchcape, They call drinking deepc, dying fcarlet, and 
when you breathe in your watering, they cry hem, and bid you 
play it off. To conclude, I am lb good aproficient in one quar- 
ter of an hom e, that I can drinke with any Tinker, in his own 
language, during my life* I tell thee, Ned, thou haft loft much 
honour, that diouwert not with me, in this attion ; but fwecC 
Ned, to fweeten which narhe of Ned, 1 giue thee this peniworth 
of fugar, dapt cuen now into my hand, by an vnderskinker, 
Cnethatneuerlpake other Englil'h in his life, then eight (hil- 
lings and fixe pence, and you are welcome , with this! hrillad- 
ditio, anon, anon firjskore apintofbaftard in the halfe moone, 
or fo. But Ned, to driuc away the time .till Falftalffe come : I 
prc-thce,doediou Hand m fomc by-roome,while I queftion my 
puny drawer, to what end he gaue me the fugar, and doe thou 
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neuer leaue calling Frances, that his tale to me may be nothin 
but anon: ftep slide, and ile Ihew thee a prefent. 

Tom, Frances. frhu T hou arc per fe£l« 

Pew, Frances. Enter Drawer* 

Iran. Anon, anon fir, Lcoke downe into the Pomgarnetj 
PalrJi, 

Vritt*. 
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